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of thrown-out dinner plates?
Will you cry out saying that
hell is a blazing furnace?
If the leaves are counted
none will reach the trunk,
if the commentaries are read,
none can find the source of truth,
as the truth evades them,
they milk the cows of facts,
their quest is for conquests
as the conquest of soul eludes them,
there is a heavy outer armour
as the interior is weak.
These huge human crowds
stand
at the back-door of life
becoming a disgrace
to the dignity of the human soul
for a fistful of unavailable alms
of the left-over food of ages,
until the queues of beggars
are driven away in disdain.
The heckling crowd can never be
an ideal for the bold.
He is a coward
who cannot close his eyes,
fearing
the occurrence of dreams:
who cannot open his eyes
thinking
that dreams will melt away;
who turns away his head
seeing the liberty of the sky;
and who prostrates in the prison
suffocating.
Breaths of a cowardly heart,